FROLOGVE. 

N Ew Play es, and (JIaydenhcads,are ntare a kin , 
Much follow d both, for both much mony gyn. 

If they fland found, and well : Ando, good Play 
(Whop mode ft Sceanes blujh on his marriage day, 
K^fndjhake to loop his honour) is like hir 
‘That after holy Tye,andfirf nights ftir 
T et ftiU is m ode file, and fttlltetai ncs 
More of the maid to fight, than Husbands pain es j 
We pray our Play may befo ; F or 1 am fare 
It has a noble Breeder, and a pure, 

A learned, and a Poet never went 
M ore famous yet twixt Po and ftlver Trent . 

Chaucer ( of all admir d) the Story gives. 

There conftant to Eternity it Uves j .ii 

If we let fall the Nobleneffc of this. 

And the fir ft found this childheare,be a hijfe. 

How will it jhake the bones of that good man. 

And make him cry from underground^ fan 
From me the witlcs chaff e offuch a wrighterflighter 
Thatblaftcs my Bayes, and, my fam df&orkes makes 
Then Robin Hood ? This is the pare we brings 
F or to fay Truth, it were an endlefp thing. 

And too ambitious to aft ire to him ; 

Weake as we are, and alwoft breath leffe fwim 
In this deepe water. Do but you hold out 
T our helping hands , and we jhall take about. 

And fomething doe to fave us : T ou Jhall heare I 

Sceanes though below his Art, may yet appeare 
Worth two houres traveU.To his bones Jweetjleepe : 
Content to you. If this play doe not keepe, 

A little dull time from us, we pcrceave 

Our Ioffes fall fo t hide, we mufr needs leave. ^ ^ 


The Two 


ICinfmen 


Attn* tPrimw. 


Mufik,*, 


vith a Torch burning : aRoy, in a white 
lhiu« Ch.,t » -heir 

lead by Thefeus, and another ^ng aGarlandgv^ 
header Trefjesl there ife hanging.) After her EtmUa ho.- 

ding up her Trains. 

" The Song, 

i Vfes their fiarpe fifaes beinggon, 

' 'Hot roja/l it* thetrfmtls alone, 

\ But in their hew. 

Maiden Pinches, of odour faint, 

Dazies fntel-lejfej/et m°ft quaint 
And freeet Time true. 

Prim-re fe fir fib or ns, child of F tr, 

Merry Spring times Herbinger, 

With her bels dimmt. * 

Oxlips, in their Cradles growing, 
xJMary -gelds, on death beds blowing* 

Larkefheeles trymme » 










